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A Home for Heritage

On the outskirts of Oklahoma City, settled onto
the crest of Persimmon Hill, stands the National Cow-
boy Hall of Fame and Western Heritage Center. Com-

the towering personalities, the way of life, the sweep
and hard splendor of the American West.

If there was one single attribute of character that
the pioneers who built and developed the West had
in commmon, it was courage. It took men and women
with this quality to push the frontier of the US, in a
Httle more than 100 years, from the Allegheny Moun-
t3ins across a hostile continent to the shores of the
Pacific Ocean.

The course of some of the most colorful of West-

brushed close to the Hall of Fame site of
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probably wear out the reading public
politics during a political year, particularly so
comes {0 the time when a' candidate or candi-
up for'éndorsement. .. . Now, with all of this
we’d like to state how we intend to go about
this year. We’re going to be for

say the least about doing the most
to we taxpayers. In other words, the
promise to do everything for evervbody
the word here.—Canton (N.C.) Enter-
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not something to set up on a pedestal
admire. Freedom is something to use
worthwhile. . . . It is the opportunity to
impose self-restraint and to respect the
others. Only those who can use freedom wise-
have freedom long.—Poseyville (Ind.) News.
- * ** '
William McChesney Martin, Jr., chairman of the
Federal Reserve Board, says that this country today
is living in a “Fool’s Paradise’ financially. Certainly
we are; we have been for a long time. But Martin’s
dire prediction of financial disaster to come unless
we mend our ways will fall on deaf ears: nobody wants
to listen. And the merry-goround will keep right on
rolling —JIdako Falls (Ida.) Eastern ldaho Farmer.
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Jusion, it is something to strive for but will not be at-
tained until we arrive at some highly improbable Utopia.
~—Elk Point (S.D.) Leader-Courier.

- * -

It is obvioug>that unless sométhing extraordinary
comes we will have more and more and not less and
less government domination. . . . Now and then it might
be a good idea to refuse a government subsidy until
you are sure it is ‘really’ good. Something for nothing
Jjust never exists and remember the government has
nothing to spend but OUR MONEY.—Damariscottt
(Me.) News.
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There’s no telling what’s going to happen to us

Ree-MannineSE-

Profiles In Courage

HERB CAEN SAYS:

Old Ferryboat Now Roéks

By

To

The Walking Caen . . , (or,
My Sunday, by H. Eugene
Caen, age 52 but I don’t
look it) . . . So there I was,
sauntering along the water-
front, trying to recapture
the salty spirit and tarry
smell of Alt San Francisco.
Dirty trenchcoat collar up,
cigarette dangling from lips
a la Bogart in his prime—I
was doing the whole thing,
even to brushing roughly
past supplicating winos.
“Outta my way,” I snarled.
“I'm doing my bit to fight
poverty, I'm working.” No
Bircher could have said it

better: “Impeach Earl War- .

ren,” 1 added, to. see how
it sounded. It sounded lousy.

While thus immersed in
play-acting, and kicking at
imaginary rats bigger than
‘Weimaraners, a distinctly
non-waterfront blast caught
my ear. Was 1 hearing the
unmistakable electronic
strains of a rock ’n’ roll
band, or were my psyche-
delic senses playing tricks?
Suddenly, a figure emerged
from the shadows, wearing
a pea jacket with real pea-
soup stains on the lapels.
After looking this way and
that, he whispered, “Follow
me,”

‘We picked our way through
shadowy passageways to an
area of abandoned piers. A
final turn, and we emerged
into sunlight. And there,
like a lively ghost of the
past, stood the white hulk
of the old ferryboat, San
Leandro, last unreconstruc-
ted survivor of what was
once the greatest ferry fleet
in the world.

My ears had not been
playing tricks, On the stern
of the main deck, the rock
group known as Liberty
Street — five young men,
long hair fluttering like

rolled out over the green
Bay waters . . .

“What’s it all about, Al-
fie?” 1 asked a pleasant
looking young man wearing

stil] has its rows of benches,
where commuters once sat,
reading the papers, playing
their bridge games; or sim-
ply gazing out at the finest
land-locked harbor in the
world.

I had forgotten that the
ferries lasted well into the
nuclear age — till I found,
framed under glass in the
wheelhouse, a printed an-
nouncement from the Coast
Guard headed “Atomic At-
tack Instructions” (among
other things, you should
“throw yourself to the
ground, face down”)

A * A %

Liberty Street was still
pounding away as I left the
San Leandro — a trip on a
ship that’s going nowhere.
The ferryboat era may be
long gone, but the last of
the ferries is still swinging,
very much a part of Now
and Today,

% %

Barrel’s bottom: Wells
Fargo Bank’s Don Gross
rec’d a personal letter from
S.F. Postmaster Lim Poon
Lee that arrived six cents’
postage due and he still
can’t believe it. . .. Clothing
merchant Dave Falk, sirened
down by a motorcycle cop
for making an illegal left
turn, jumped out of the car
to ask anxiously: ‘“What's
the problem, officer?” " “I
got no problem,” drawled
the cop. “YOU'VE got a
problem.” . . . Local Demo,
delivering an impassioned
plug for Hubert Humphrey:
“He has such a brilliant
mind that he sometimes
gives the impression of an-

the Strum of Guitars

swering a question- without
éven thinking.” And that’s
the politics of joy (but what
do we call it after the bour-
bon runs out?)
oW A

Marian Cobb cleverly
suggests a theme song for
the Vietnam peace confer-
ence: “Averellin Paris.” But
it’s beginning to look like
H-a-double- r-i-m-a-n spells
deadlock. , .. Hashbury graf-
fito caught by the eagle eye
of Jim Pritchard: “Give me

librium or give me meth!”
Poor Potrick Henry.

* N

Charlie, the famed poodle,
wasn’t John Steinbeck’s only
dog. He once had a big old
sheepdog that became the
first dog ever allowed onto
the observation platform of
the Empire State Building.
When the guard tried to

him, John shouted:
“You've heard of seeing-eye
dogs, haven’t’ you?” The
guard nodded, “Well, con-
tinued John at the top of
his lungs, “I’'m deaf and this
dog listens for me.” Sorry,
sir. Enter . . . Malcolm Mug-
geridge, the muggerish Brit-
ish editor, after a tour of
the U.S.: “The motel is the
perfect image of American
society, Behind all that bo-
gus sheen and plastic opu-
lence, the whole thing is ab-
solutély gimcrack.” I  be-
lieve Muuerldg:l.“ being a

point of motels . . , Local
away: “Ever

ways looks like she's been at
the cooking sherry?”

J. EDGAR HOOQVER REPORTS
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Councilman Outliﬁes |
Stand on Hiring Policies

true. I am and always have
been opposed to going “out-
side” for applcants when
there are qualified people
in our own city.

I am in favor of providing
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senseless act of violence.
assassination

E

EEE
g
1 8

Esi

£3
|

§
i

&
¥

g
:

§E§ Fi sE%
il
;ggé %gii

H
£
b

WILLIAM HOGAN

Self-Therapy: for a Brooding Swede
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The trouble with some
autobiographers is that they
think nobody else has trou-
bles. Take Jan Mydral, a
brooding, cheerless Swede,
son of the celebrated anthro.
pologist Gunnar Myrdal and,
in his own right, author of
‘“Report from a Chinese Vil-

lage,” a respectod analysis .

of

a fascinating society
Browsing Through the
World of Books
which
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seen. The West, guilty of
slaughter and
to man,

him. He rebels
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